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that greasy kid stuff 
and the ameriean dream 

NO LONGER NEED THE NATION 
BE HALF SAFE 


TED GREENLEAF 

least resentful silence of others until he left the room 
once said that if you want to Judge a nation^ find 
out who it tcvcres as its great men. One way to 
find out who the Unitetl Slates reveres is to read the 

before the iProIonged apjrlauseJ notations, and which 
helore the I Shrill, derisive laiiglitern 
Tims George Washington is a bona fide great man, 
for, though he didn’t belong to either party, he figures 
prominently and favorably in the literary efforts of 
both. Abraham Lincoln is a more delicate case, 

great tiian is shown by the Democrats’ regular use 
of his name to sanction their ideas. The implicatioir 
is that if Lincoln had to vote in a primary today, he 
would register as a Deinoeral ... an implication 
that has sufficient basis in fad to lead some Southerrr 
Efemocral.s to vote Republican. 

In any case, it seems we ate safe in telling a fore- 
signet that Washington and Uncoln are our great men, 
that theirs is the otainpie we follow, it is safe be- 

selves; the teal test of a country is which living men 

And here we cannot rely on the political test, for 
if we believe campaign rhetoric, wemust conclude that 
the aldermanic candidate dozing at the speaker’s 
table with one ia(>el in the cream of celery soup is 
Tlionias Jefferson in disguise, and tliat his election 
will usiier iir a new era of justice, love, economy, 
five-cent irus tides and real smoking enjoyment at 

No, when we seek to know which aUve-and-kicking 
Americans are first in the hearts oi their courrtrymen. 


we must resort to another maxim, the Cathode Ray 
'I’tihe ’Test for Eminence; If you want to Indge a 
nation, find out whsr its lelevision sponsors tefy on to 
sell irair tome, cigarettes, razor blades and underatni 
deodorant. Applying tills principle to current televi- 
sion commercials, we see thal Great Ainericansinclude 

deeply tanned gentlemen whose work requites them 
to ride up snuill hills and frown, wrecking-baliand air- 
hanr iner operators with black sailors given to 

case of the sailors, it is not their virilily that sells 
soap, but their ability io become excessively ditty in 
a short time Any otlier squad of males in white 
would do as well, whereas in the case of the other 
actors, it is the masculinity of tlicir occupations, 
their fendenev to become smelly, bloody or bcslial- 
Jooking as they earn tlicir tiaily bread, that makes 
them fit recipients of onr awe. The sponsors un- 
doubtedly suspect that yon don t soil as easily or 

tives do, but they know that you wish yon did. 

Finally, note one oilier element of these conniier- 
cials: tiiey do not depend solely 14x111 the uqjing ol 
a sujier-malc to sell cosmetics for boys, but stress 
ill addition his disdain for competitive products. The 
resulting impression is tlial onlyanoverweiglit security 
risk with a long record of arrests for homosexual 
offenses would smoke, spray on, gargle with or expect 
adequate cleaning power from, any brand other than 

Probably the best-known commercial of this type is 
for a hair tonic. The cominetoial takes various forms, 
depending on the season of the year; let ns hack back 
to the gridiron version. Conlinui'd on page 39 
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There are some fhmqs you |ust can't pass on 




BORDER LINE CASE 


It’s true — there are all kinds of girls. Blonds, brunettes, even some with flamingo-colored halt. Curvy kinds, 
slim kinds, thin kinds. The horsey set, the slinky set — the dnnky set. But every gentleman knows that if he 
begins to delve a bit, behind every pretty face he's bound to find a pretty problem. Girls adore problems, and 
they adore any man who will help solve them. One of the knottiest problems we’ve come across recently is 
Miss Peggy Guzman’s. Peggy lives right smack on the border of Arizona and Mexico in the town of Nogales. 







There are some flays, says Peggy, when she feels all-Americatt and runs around drinking chocolate sodas and 
cheering the local football team. Then there are other moments when you can’t get a word of English out of her. 
Bouncing a sombrero on her adorable golden head she crosses the street into Mexico and parades about eating 
quantities of tacos and shouting wild olb to the admiring male population. "I just can't make up my mind 
which side of the street I want to live on!" wails Peggy 'Tm a real border-line case." To make matters twice 
as light Peggy's father is part Mexican and German and her mother is part Swedish and Mexican. Tilting her 
despairing blue eyes at us Peggy sighs "Can you help with my problem?" Well what about it men-our lillle 
gal is flipping. Here's a pretty problem for some lucky gent to solve. 
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An Exclusive Interview 
With Edward Albee 


SIDNEY BERNARD 
(EDITOR'S NOTE: This interview 
took place in Edward AIbce's Green- 
wich Village apartment, located on 
one of the older, less-encroached 
upon streets that retain their leafy. 
1920 s Village flavor. After climbing 
two flights of wooden stairs, I was 
met at the door by Albee who led me 
into a large studio-type room-niccly 
in shadow, two tall windows with 
plants and creeping vine cutting the 
light from the outside somewhat. 
We proceeded with the interview 
almost immediately.) 

ED: Mr. Albee. Nice being up here 
and I’m glad I cauglit you between 
your trips loMonlaufc. AboutMon- 
tauk Point-is that sandy retreat 
your Key We.st— a kind of symbol- 
ism in this geographical fix where 
you do your homework and your 
plays at the very eastern tip of the 
V.S.? Would you consider Mon- 
lauk a refuge of some kind? 

EA; That s a long question, isn'tlt? 
And a fairly difficult one to an- 
swer because when I'm writing I 
do most of my writing outside of 
New York Clly. And when I'm 
writing I don't do any thinking. 
My house in Montauk is a place 
where I can go and do my writ- 
ing. I also like being on the 
Ocean during the summer as much 
as I can be. It’s getting so that 
I dislike New York more and more 
if I want to get some work done. 

I don’t know if Montauk has an 
symbolic value. I also didn't 
know it was the most eastern point 
in the United States. I thought 

ED: Montank, Cape Cod- 

EA: O’Neill countty^ 

ED I have always had ufecliiiglhal 
maybe an artist and a writer goes 
to these pointsforhiddeii symbolic 
reasons. Perhaps for a better vision 
of Europe or the worhl. 

EA: Well, you can stand at the 


Perhaps that, yes. 

ED: Now, after your work habits. 
Some writer used to say he started 
his word-making early in the morn- 
ing— like 6 a.m. so tliat he could 
have that much of a head start 
on the great man he was rivaling. 
Do you slart that early and who 
ate yout rivals? O’Neill or per- 
haps Tennessee Williams? 


EA: Ideally, 1 like to work early in 
the morning. I get up early, go 
for a swim, have breakfast and go 
to work. Somelhnesitdoesn’iwork 
that way. 1 can work at any hour 
of the day. I suppose I can get a 
head start on anybody by working 
early In the morning, Icanalsoget 
a head start on myself. But without 

E rocmstinalion, yon can’t get a 
ead start on people who’ve been 
writing a long time before you 
started. I always tliought that be- 
ing a playwright was very nice so 
I started writing plays. 1 figured 
that you didn’t have to work a 9 
to 5 job to write plays and It turned 
out to be a 2d-hour-a-day Job. 
ED: Do you have the neurotic habil.s 
that Hemingway had? Like sharp- 
ening irencils. etc. before writing? 
Do you have a similar kind of 
delaying mechanism? 

EA; I find that I’m alone a good deal, 
e.specially when I don’t want to 

ED: This again, and I hale to be one 
track. You moved off Fire Island 
two summers ago. What about that 
place? Is it an artsy-craftsy sand- 
trap? Is it, as reported, a Sodom by 
the sea? Finally, can you see any- 
thing about Provincetown that is 
worthwhile? 

EA Well, the Cape il.self has some- 

Ihingwhich Is special. 

ED: What about Fire Island? 

EA: Oh, Fire I.sland has a number 
of communities In it-I suppose it 
has its Sodom and its Commorah 



and so does Provincetown— anv 
community with houses does. The 
main reason I moved off Fire is- 
land and got the house in Montauk 
is that I couldn’t he out at Fire 
Island in the winter. There’s no 
way to get there and you can get 
in and out of New York all times 

ED: I ve seen everyone ofyourplays. 

I admire them. But do you feel 
that the playgoer ever gets llie 
"influence" message? In Ihc park 
bench play, for example, the hero, 
what’s his name, is denied toward 












THAT GREASY 
KID STUFF 

Continued from page 39 

"Pretty trying day, eh, BiD?" 

BILt., "Yes, Jeff, a fellow can 
work lip quite a sweat at that old 
keyboard. Thai's why I use..." 
(Canicca fades to small jar, well- 
niaiiiciited but somehow strong, 
manly fingers picking it np) "MAIN- 
-STREAM HOU.-O.N" DEODORANT 
for rouiid-the-so-called*olock protec- 

ANNCR: "Bill’s got a point, men, 
as recent clinical tests, in which 
100 college men were smeared all 
over with MAINSTREAM anil an- 
other so-caIle<l leading toll-on, then 
sniffed by a panel of debutantes 
after three straight hours of doing 
the limbo dance, show. Their verdict, 
confirmed by an Independent re- 
search organization. wastliatMAIN- < 
STREAM BOI.I..-ON DEODOR- 
ANT..." Meanwhile, Buckley has 
been applying Mainstream smiling 
at himself in the mirror. Suddenly 
his smile fades as a slight man 
Wearing a turtleneck sweater and 
carrying a volume of poetry enters 
and depsits on the sink a streaked 
bottle filled with tancid yoghurt and 
the lees of an inferior Nicaraguan 
cognac. The man begins applying 
the solution under Ins arms without 
even removing his sweater. Buckley's 
nostrils flare with distaste. 

BILL: "Say, what ore you, some 
find of Commie?" He grabs the man 
ry the scruff of his sweater and rains 

■gain, Hie thumping sound fading 

ANNCB: "MAINSTREAM, .for 

ocn who want to SMELL AMVI!. 


The scene l.s another office. Wc 
see a mail speaking into a dictation 
machine. Above his lieail is a b.nnner 
reading. "All Men Are Cic.nled 
Equal." Another says. "Take a Poor 
While Trash out to Lunch Tins 
Week." And one more, "Yes, I Would 
Like My Daughter To Marry One " 
ANNCK. "We're in the head- 
uunrters ol the Congress of Raciiil 
Equality, and here’s James Farmer, 
executive director, laying plans for 
a massive sit-in that will block off 
all lunch counters, department 
stores, gasoline stations and men’s 

solid week bcginniiignexl Tuesday... 
Gonna he a teal mess, eh, Jim’?” 
JIM: "Well, Jelf, we sure iiope so. 
All a fella can do is try." 


whiles, also singing and clappin 
tumbles out and onto gioiind. 
ilepiily sheriff crawls from tangle ar 
struggles to his feet. Despite If 
heat he i.s we;iting earmiiffs, H 
looks about dazedly, secs Ihe re’ 
piisoncr.v, and begins ple5din 



Jim. and you’ve varuecl an env 
repiitaion for creating chaos 
length and breadth ofonrfairl 
Let’s give one TV audience a 


d truck. Tile de|iiiry stands motionles 
as hundteiis more singers an 
i- clappers converge on the Jail Iror 
il every dlrcelion, then sinks to hi 
r. knees and begins sobbing as llire 
ir German vlieplierd dogs, alsowearin 
T earmuffs, wrig<le from Ihe pre.s 
t inside Hie jail and run veliiine ou 
s the highway ftom town.') 
a ANNCB: "Saayjy, men, how' 

that tor obslrnctingJuslice!"Camen 
fades again to Farmer’s office. "Boy 
■. Jim. that lookeil like one ctowdei 
jail! Bet the air was a bit close U 

JIM: (Chuckles appreciatively. 

' "Foilniiately, Jeff, we thought ol 
that angle beforehand, and every 
one of those dedicated fellas yoi 
saw there, black and white rioters 
alike, had applied..." (Camera 
follows Farmer’s hand as be picks 
up liottle) "...GREAT SfXIIETY 
ROLL-ON, the deodorant for men 
who want lo REMAIN FRIENDS 
IN CLOSE QUARTERS!" 

ANNCR. “You can say thaiagain, 
Jim, and a recent test, in which 
a Peace Corps volunteer serving In 
flic Phillippines had GREAT 
SOCIETY applieil to his unileratms 
beforebcing swallowed by, andthen 
pas.sed through the intestine of. a 
carabao, or greater water buffalo, 
shows Just how close those quarters 
can gel! Il look Hial volunteer font 
days to, uh, put in a reappearance, 
and that same night, before hceould 
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apes a little too long. His wife 
and kids are costing him a fortune for 
head-to-toe haircuts. 

How about Tom Mix and his good- 
guy maxims? Nothing has been heard 
of him since the day he talked to one 
of his Straight Shooters who wasgo- 
ing to Vietnam with the Army. 

“Now, son,” Tom said, “when 
those dirty Reds start using dirty 
tricks on you, like eye-gouging, 
kneeing in between your legs, orkni- 
fing you in the back, don’t you use 
dirty tricks too. Remember, you’re a 
Straight Shooter, and ‘it’s not wJie- 
ther yon win or lose, it’s how you play 
the game. ’ So don’t shoot to kill. Aim 
at their guns and shoot them out of 
their hands. ” 

We do hear a lot about Capt. 
Marvel today though, and it’s not 
good. He’s been getting a lousy press. 
As everyone knows from watching 
television and talking to his neigh- 
borhood psychiatrist, there aren’t 
any real bad men any more, just peo- 
ple who are sick. Yet just the other 
day Capt. Marvel flew in and beat 
the hell out of a group of mentally 
sick and emotionally disturbed bank 
robbers. Naturally the press tore him 
apart. 

In fact, Capt. Marvel’s public im- 
age became so bad that his publicity 
agent called him in. 

“Look, Capt., baby, this things has 
gone too far. Everyone’s beginning to 
hate you. You might as well be pick- 
ing on Grandma Moses. The latest 
Gallup Poll shows that you’re only a 
shade more popular than halitosis. I 
don’t even likp you very much any 
more. ” 

“But it’s tough, darn tough. I wish 
it were like the old days when all I 
had to worry about was whether or 
not Dr. Sylvana would destroy tlie 
world.” 

“Marvie, sweetheart, this isn’tthe 
old days. You’ve got to think 1965. 
Like this ‘Shazam’ bit of yours. It’s 
outdated. It was ok when there were 
song hits like ‘Shaboorn, Shaboom’, 
but it’s nothing now. Kidscan’tiden- 
tify with you. Couldyou change from 
‘Shazam’ to something like ‘Yeali, 
yeah, yeah’?” 

“I can try but it’s not going to be 
the same.” 

“Look, Hi-fly, that’s what I mean. 
We don’t want things the same. 
While I’m on this magic change of 
yours, we've got to do away with the 


lightning when you become Capt. 
Marvel. Last week you were swim- 
ming there at Jones Beach and you 
just had to change to Capt. Marvel. 
So ‘Shazam,’ you yell, and Wham! 
Lightning hits out there in thewater 
with all those people swimming 
around. Man, those bodies don’t just 
float away. People complain.” 

“But I had to. This little boy’s 
plastic boat was caught in the tide. 
Someone had to save it. ” 

“Sure, Speedy, you always have 
good reasons. Like that Communist 
you picked up and jailed two weeks 
ago. Holding him by his heels and 
flying to New York City so that the 
press photographers could catch your 
being a hero, that put the frosting on 
the cupcake, ” 

“How was I to know he was an FBI 
undercover man?” 

“Marvie, you want them to tattoo 
it on their foreiieads? ‘Good Guy’. 
Look, there’s just oue last chance 
to save your i)ublic imaj^e.” 


Oh, no. Gee whiz, you can’t do 
that. You promised.” 

I ve got to. A new image is your 
only hope now. I’ve got to let it leak 
out that your secret identity is Billy 
Watson, a crippled little tyke who 
bravely sells newspapers on a wjndy 
streetcorner.” 

“But. . .but. . .but. . .” 

And so Capt. Marvel slowly buts 
his way out of the hero business and 
into the intrigue of modern image 
making, joining the longlist of fallen 
heroes from the past. 

And a lesson is to be learned: Yes- 
terday’s heroes are like yesterday’s 
sweethearts. Remember them; revere 
them; leave them. 

The exception which proves the 
hero rule is Dick Tracy, the only hero 
to survive the modern pace. But even 
Dauntless Dick wouldn’t have made 
it if he had not beaten NASA to the 
moon. 
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Sometimes i feel like a British spy ' 
says pretty Linda Tarrant, lurking 
behind dark glasses and a mad cape. 
(International espionage should be so 
lucky.) "Other times I'm just a recal- 
citrant child. I do nothing but stand 
in doorways all day long. Why? I just 
feel like it." From one minute to the 
next Linda's regiment of admirers 
never know what she's going to feel 
like doing next. Nor do they care. 
Because no matter what Linda does 
she does it with style. Whether it's 
playing croquet, sipping sidecars or 
merely flopping on the grass, she does 
it with a kind of comical charm that 
drives men mad and other girls to 
chewing straws. Linda has an inborn 
sense of drama that some girls go fen 
years to the Actor's Studio trying to 
achieve. "I don't want to act as a 
profession." says Linda, "but I adore 
playing parts - in real life, I mean. 
Its so much fun, putting people on." 









Laughing impishly she declares, ’’I 
even put myself on. I mean, some- 
times I get to really believing I'm a 
wood nymph or Garbo or a Dutch 
milkmaid. "Peeping out coyly from 
behind those maddening glasses 
Linda confesses her favorite fantasy is 
"playing ballet. I love to put on my 
black tights and leap about being 
Margot Fonteyn." After a quick pri- 
vate demonstration Linda flung herself 
on the floor in charming abandon and 
quizzed us with breathless eagerness. 
"Don't you think I'm great? I mean— 
what do you think— aren't these crazy 
tights?" Yes mam, you are and they 
are and gad, we tike your style! 



THE GREAT OTOOLE 

(Continued on pnge M 
it. Biit he bore It. As an indication 
of O Toole’s devotion to Ids work, 
during the filming of Lawrence he 


Still insisting he was “not a Icai 
ing man, Just a character actor, 
he continued to build up his repuh 
tron as a “character," at least whe 
he was off both screen and stag* 
He continued toshowliisneticl,,<r 
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Girl In 10 Positions 
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